"Treacherously fought and treacherously won," said Gianettino.
The Admiral shook his head. * "You may say that if it comforts
you. But in war all is fair. When our own guile succeeds, we call it
strategic talent. When the enemy's succeeds, we call it treachery."
"As God's my life," swore Fiiippino, "I do not yet admit defeat"
"Why!   What remains?"
"Justice upon this miscreant. When the Emperor knows of his
work at Djerba, his triumph is likely t« be converted into something
else."
"Are we not ridiculous enough already? Shall we set the world
rocking with laughter by denouncing Prospero Adprno for having
outwitted us? Will that diminish my shame or repair the ruin under
which I am crushed, a ruin that effaces now in my old age all that in
my lifetime I have achieved? Besides, don't you yet see that by fore-
stalling me and destroying Dragut, Prospero has not only robbed me
of my only chance to redeem myself, but by that great feat of arms he
has purged the oflencc that might have been held against him?"
"It shall be tested, nevertheless," said Fiiippino through his teeth.
"We may test it.   Yes.   Having nothing left to lose."
"And if we fail in that, there is still this." Fiiippino struck his
hilt viciously. I do not bow in defeat before this Adonic swagger."
"Nor f, by God!" swore Gianettino. "In one way or another
Messcr Prospero shall pay for the havoc he has wrought."
In that resolve they came home to Genoa; but for once without
any ostentation. Such was their dread of a derisory if not actually
hostile greeting that they landed at Leriei, and from there took horse.
They timed their arrival in Genoa so as to ride into the city under the
friendly mantle of an August evening.
His approach unheralded, the Admiral's abrupt advent startled not
only his servants at the Fassuolo Palace, but his Duchess, herself.
She had been on the point of retiring for the night when her lord strode
booted and dusty into her bower, whose sumptuous eastern furnishings
were so many trophies of his past triumphs, evidences of a great career
that was now miserably closed.
She sprang up breathless in surprise. "My dear lord ! Andrea!"
With that glad cry she ran to him, and cast herself into his sturdy arms.
He bowed from his towering height over that lively, sweetly fragrant
lady, and in the contact she sensed an unusual weakness and lassitude,
almost a frailty, in this man of granite.
"You are travel-weary, Andrea." All tenderness, she drew him to
a chair.
"Aye, weary," he agreed, and in the candlelight she saw how grey
and drawn was his face, how lack-lustre his deep-set eyes. In appear-
ance it was as if he had abruptly reached the years he counted.
She knelt beside him, taking his rugged hands in hers. "Whence
are you, Andrea?"
"From Lerici.   T left my galleys there."
"In your haste to come to me?"
He smiled wistfully. "I would, by the grace of God, that I could
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